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CHURCH YARD, Ec. 


4 


RE there ſuch Bards, who, fond on Courts 


to Wait, N 
With gilded Flatt'ry baſely daub the Great, 
Bear pow'rful Vice triumphant to the Skies, 


Tho” in a Carcaſs lodg'd not made to riſe, © 
Smile on whom Fortune ſmiles, with ſervile Lays? 


Sure *tis the Penſion, not the Man, they praiſe ! - 
5B Vet 


(6) 
| Vet ſome there are who nobler Motives know, 
| Who. teach the Breaſt in Virtue's Cauſe to glow, # 
Scorn to debaſe the Muſe in nauſeous Strains , 

While Liberty's great Cauſe demands their Pains ; 


" * 
* 


Who ſwell the Paſſions, with a gen'rous Art; 


| And turn a Britiſh to a Roman Heart; 

N | Yet theſe offend ; they bear too bold a Face; 

At Court Guſtavus ne'er will find a Place, 

The honeſt Poet's Fortune's quickly ſped, 

| He that loves Liberty----fthould not love Bread; 

1 For this I ſhun the Theme; my mournful Muſe, 
Beyond this Vale of Life, the Scene purſues, 
Where Titles vaniſh, where proud Heads lie low, 
Where Vice no Triumph, Virtue knows no Woe; 


„ 


The Great, the Proud, the Good, alike are Chy. 


Alike to all extends th' impartial Lay, 


How to diſpoſe the Relicks of the Dead, 
Where lay the Giddy, where the crafty Head, 


Where 


(7) 
Where o'er the laurel'd Brow the Turf ſhall grow, 
Shade the vain Beauty and the vainer Beau, 
Where, mourn'd by Thouſands, Miniſters muſt 1 
I fing; attend the fad Solemnity: 
To thee I ſing, thou, Sexton, hear my Song, 
So may our Lives be ſhort, thy own be long. 


And thou, my Muſe Melpomene, deſcend 
Aſſiſtant, and my lab'ring Verſe befriend, 
To others leave the flatt'ring Scene to draw 
Of Joy unpall'd with Thought, untam'd with Awe, 
To others leave to ſhow in Birth-Day Odes 
The wond'rous Art of making Manarchs Gods, 
With me ſurvey this dreary Vault and ſee _ 
What Poets, Stateſmen, Heroes, Kings muſt be. 


Thou, Sexton, fable Follower of Death, 
Intent to watch the Gaſp of parting Breath, 
Behold this Abby's venerable Pride; | 
Here Poets fleep with Criticks at their Side, 

The 
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(8) 
The Critick fleeps tho? near a Catchpole laid! 
The Catchpole ileeps, | forgetful, of his Trade! 


Here Contradictions meet, and Stateſmens Duſt 


Mingles promiſcuous with the Good and Juſt: | 
Here Marbles: riſe, and Parian Laurels groß, 
To grace the noble Corps that --- ſtinks below F,; 
While on the Stone ten Guineas Worth of Fame 


Commends to future Times ſome worthleſs Name, 
And the brib'd Senator's mean Heart, bely'd T1158 
Is mark'd by hireling Pens, his Country's Pride! 


Yon little Corner Merit keeps n the Buſt | 


Proclaims the Poet, guards his ſacred Duſt ; 


Here, kind at laſt, their Fortune lets them lie, 
Which never g1ves them Lodgings, till they die. 

See where the gen'rous Peer has plac'd the Bard, 
The Muſe's triumph, and Wit's late Reward ; 
There ſpeaks great Dryden's honour'd Name alone, 
Here Pope thy Lays immortalize the Stone ; 


But 


( 9 ) 

But oh]! when Death ſhall end thy pleaſing Song, 
<« Deaf thy prais'd Ear, and mute thy tuneful Tongue, 
Who then ſhalt bid thy Laurels round thee bloom, 
What Bard wit equal Verſe; inſcribe: thy Tomb, 
Record thy Life, harmonious as thy Lay, 
And ſet the Man's above the Poet's Praiſe 

See near his Milion Philips ſleeps ſupine, 
Adorn'd and mourn'd by all the tuneful Nine; 


See Gay, with Innocence and Genius bleſt, 
Forgets ungrateful Courts, and ſinles to reſt * 

See Johnſon's Statue, low'ring "o'er his Tomb, 
Impatient waits till SS peur grace the Dome, 

To ſuch tis Glory Monuments to ra, 
"Tis Praiſe to others to record their Praiſe 
But fay what Pile, what Buſt ſhall grace their Name 
Who tho? yet living, yet are dead to Fame? 
To theſe what Peer ſhall raiſe the ſculptur'd Stone, 
What Numbers flo, but Numbers Rlke their oum ? 
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Steiſſt will look on and ee, with careleſs N o 314 
The Sons of Baibos unregarded die: 25 » 
Be , thine the Task, my Friend, their 150 to _ 
Sound, like their Readers, let their Aſhes 1 
Let Ivy creep along the hallowed Ground; 

And Guard with gloomy Shade the Head profound. 
So Grube ſtreet Garrets ſhall thy Praiſe rehearſe, 
And make thee live, a Day at leaſt, in Verſe. 


» * 
4 4 AK «a7 
— « * 9 
, . "i * # 3  ® * v - f'% 1 «> # . oy 
j : e 1 —= 


Far from the Church, far as he liv'd from Grace, 
Let B---- find ſome huge, broad Reſting-Place, 
Cloſe by his Side, for Comfort to his Shade, 

His Works, before their Author damn'd, be laid; 
Hide him thou Earth, from matrimonial Strife, 
From the dire Hoop of a tremendous Wife, 

That Hoop which on his Shoulders us'd. to. prove 
The Wrath vindiqtive of defrauded Love. 
Deep as his ſinking Genius let him lie, 
Careleſs of Duns, or Claps, or Infamſyyjß 


Inſipid 
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Inſipid Weis Scull may find a Tomb, 
Beneath ſome Yew's black heavy nodding Gloom, 
Nor let his Earth upon him lie too light, 
For if he once gets up, Egad-he'll write: Qnol Io M4 
Nor here immortal Ts bal {ſhould my Muſe 


Her Aid to celebrate thy Name refuſe, 


Pleas'd ſhe'd expatiate thro' the enchanted. Scenes 
Of Mountains, Oceans, Tritons, and Machines, 
Where heav'nly and infernal Gods advance ' .. 
All on the Stage together brought to dane; 
But nobler Lays thy Fancy celebrate, 


D bi A 


The Dunciad bids thee live, ſecure from Fate; 


Satiate with Fame no more thy Pen employ, 


Since Dulneſs gives the Throne, the Throne enoy. 


Behold, a Multitude without a Name, 
| Thy Care the Sons of Alma Mater claim 
\ Whether they hail ith? Increaſe. of George's Lins, 
Or lamentably weep o'er Caroline, 1 
ISLA Or 
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120 
Or dream o'er Authors, or o'er Sermons nod, 
Forget their Sexes, ot deny their Gd. 
Dead to themſelves and to the World they. como, 
And, join'd in Dulnefs, claim one common — A 
In one long Burial-Place diſpoſe the Crew, 200 
Who firſt, who Laſt, is nought-to me or you. 
| <> Rico o A 10H 

The Laureat comes ! make Way, and let the N * 
Pay Homage to the ſovereign. empty Scull. 0 
Place his proud Buſt ſuperior Oer the Train, 11 
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| And let him live in Stone, or rather Braſs again. 

And that his Praiſe to future Times be known, 0 

Let this, or Verſe like this, ſpeak o'er his Stone. 
« Laureat and Friend to Sack ! of Taſte refin'd : 
Of Face undaunted, and unthinking Mind, 


© Who knew no Virtue, and who wrote no Senſe, 


* Who gain'd no Credit, and who loſt no Pence; 
WE « Inſpir'd by VJ anbrugh, by himfelf approv'd, 
[| « Clap'd by his Audience, and the Whore he lov'd? 


Here 


(# ) 

Here Sighs ſhall heave, here frequent Tears thall flow, 
Here —_—_ pour out their Elegiac wwe; , 
And [arg 22 ſay with penſive Melancholy N 
Shaking his _— W * bes hb I 9 * 
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Perhaps then Phu Cp aig Haq N. a abe 
Shall boldly dare the Laureat Crown to claim, 3 


From him ſhall « come; to make his Title good, 
A Work to wonder — perhaps an Ode! 
Happieſt Bard t e er was ſeen | 
Crown'd with*Laurels' Freſh and wha, * 
And thy Butt, if thou ſhouldſt lack, 1 
Pretty Butt, brimful of Sack, un 2—4 
And thy Senſe ſo ſtrong! and clear, 5 2490 
Senſe that's ſhown but twice a _ An 
When we again the Birthday Tee, Tt bu 
Happy Birth-day, fulb of Glee,” ni ( D Eli! 
And thy two Pimes fifty Pounſ g 
When again the Year comes roufid. 
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Happy 
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( 14 ) 
Happy Poet! who may'ſt drink 
Of 'ner than thou need'ſt to think, 
Drink and write, and drink again, 
Happieſt thou of happy Men! 
Thus ſhall yſing the Bard, whoſe oaten Reed 
Sung Lamkins erſt diſporting o'er the Mead, 


wy And thus with tuneful Roundelay, I wott, 
rh | 
| Ypraiſe the hundred Pound, and eke the Butt. 
| How hard on Poets, how ſevere their Fates, 
| Since Death alike the Bard and Hero waits! 


Ficg muſt die, ah too untimely Doom] 

1 F- -g muſt die, like Paſquin or Tom Thumb. 

But as the Hydra of one Head depriv'd, 

With others not leſs terrible ſurviv'd, 

And from the recent Wound a new one ſprung 
Hiſs d on, in ſpite of Fate, with venom'd Tongue; 
So he, tho' haply as a Poet dead, 

Shall teem more dreadful, with a Lawyer's Head, 


1 
oF 


(ig) 
Which all the former's Venom ſhall retain, 
And hiſs and ſpit to vex Mankind again. 


Alas! how ſhort is ev'ry Joy we prize ! 
In bloom of Beauty ſee NVarciſſa dies, 
Dim are thoſe Eyes where Venus ſmiling fate, 
Thoſe Eyes, fo us'd to do the Work of Fate, 
That glowing Bluſh, that once had Pow'r to charm 
Chill Age to Youth, or ev'n a Statue warm, 
Fades on her Cheek, Death ftrips each winning Grace, 


And gives to Worms the Wonders of her Face. 
Was this the Face which ſwell'd her Heart with Pride? 


Was this the Face for which poor Damon dy d? 
Soft lay her near his Tomb; his am'rous Care 
No more ſhall buz ſoft Nonſenſe in her Ear; 
(Abſurdities which never fail to move, 


« For Nonſence ſtill is Eloquence in Love ;”) 
There he may own to Death's grim Triumph juſt, 
His Goddeſs, like himſelf, was common Duſt ; 


O'er 


61609 
O'er them, his Torch revers'd, let ⁴Rymen land, 
And little Loves around, a weeping Band,. 


Place Shuttle-cocks, for Hearts around her e 
And garter Poſies, for ſepulchral Verſe. 


Where am I wrap 41 why Wan my heaving Heart 
Some fatal Triumph of Death's conqu' ring Dart ; 
He! what muſt he] | muſt then the Patriot dhe, dt 


Muſt Nations melt in Tears at ev'ry Eye, 


See, ſee, he dies! his/Country's Prop and Friend, 


O'er him the Church ſhall weep, the Senate mourn, 
And Sp - - perhaps à Sigh ſincere return. 


Death ſtrips his Glories from his * Brow, 1 Noe 
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And what Sejanus was is 2 


The (aief how juſt! © the Mourning how fincere! | 
What real Anguiſh claims the falling Tear! 

I hear, I hear them howling o'er the Dead, 
Where is my Patron, where my Penſion fled! 


-now ! . 


Ah 
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” (7 ) 
Ah ceaſe theſe Tears, he knows not how ye grieve, 
Or, could he know, has not a Groat to give; 

His Succeſſor ſome Comfort may impart, 

And Place and Penſion chear each heaving Heart; 
Theſe Woes forgot, purſue your glorious Trade, 
And new Can vers ſhall demand your Aid : 


Alas! how ſoon ſhall then his Fame decay ! 
Not C- - - himſelf ſhall write him an Eſſay, 
Unleſs his kind Executor will pay. 

And ſhall his Faith, his Truth, and Piety, 
His publick Zeal, in dull Oblivion lie; 
No! let a Sculpture round his Tomb declare, 


That Virtue, Candour, Innocence lies there; 


— 


Place Juſtice there, her Eyes wrap'd up in Night, 
So blind ſhe ne'er could ſee the Wrong from Right. 
Let Credit and let publick Faith be nigh, 

Broken herſelf, (with Age) and next to die; 

Place fair Religion with unſully'd Vell, 

And Prudence never known, but once, to fail, 


E | The 


( IV )) 
The Lion courhant o'er his Arms be laid, 
And Garzetteers below, his Inſtruments of Trade. 
So by thy Care Poſterity ſhall know 


How much to one great Memory they owe. 


Thus, while Jheria trembles from afar, 
Shrinks at our Threats, and dreads approaching War, 
While on the Main our Fleet triumphant rides, 
Awes the whole liquid World, and o'er the Deep preſides, 
While Trade grows rich, and Honeſty grows oreat, 
And ev'n our Sturdy Beggars eat in Plate, 
While ſmiling Commerce ſwells her plenteous Store 
To bleſs with either Indies Britain's Shore, 


While ſhe at Home one happy Aim purſues, 

Not torn by FaCtions or diſcordant Views, 

Her Stateſmen, by her Int'reſt only led, 

While foul Corruption hides her ſhameful Head, 

I, ſunk in Poetry's inglorious Eaſe, 
Peruſe what Books, and write what Verſe I pleaſe, 


And 


(WP) 


— 


And ſmooth the Bed of Death, for thoſe whoſe Toil 


Has bleſs'd with Verſe, or Politicks our Iſle, 


Happy, oh happy, could I ſhortly ſee 
My Heroes laid as thus diſpos'd by me. 


ar EOF: 
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